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do everything and forget nothing.   Nor shall anyone rob
Master, save he himself and then only to the minor extent
limited by Master's salary.   Supremely honest within this
trivial limit prescribed by centuries, a treasure of treasures!
The Christian servants from Madras too are eminently
satisfactory.   There is an old Virginian flavour about the
Madras household, where each servant in turn comes in
about nine o'clock, and the chorus begins: 'Good night,
Sahibl   Good night, Mem-sahibl   Good night, Miss Sahibl
Good night, chota Sahib?   It still goes on and you should
always be pleased and say, 'Good night, Anthony I   Good
night, Josi\   Good night, Mari-anne?  and so forth.   They
will usually be of the Church of Rome, and if you are wise
you will let them have time off for Church and encourage the
visits of the priest.   He will chasten them for you if need be.
Your good-class Indian servant, Hindu, Moslem and
Christian, will like you to keep Bible and Prayer Book by
your bedside.   He will have them ready on Sunday and
think better of you if you go to Church.   Non-church-going
ways pain them.   In the days when I read the Service at
Parade Service in the absence of the chaplain, my old
Muhammadan bearer bristled with pride and said how he
too read the Qpran in the mosque.   If you can satisfy your
servants' ideas of what a European should be, you will do
well in India, and plenty of quinine and aspirin tablets in
your drawer, will acclaim you as the friend of man.

It was early in 1933 that I returned to India on a visit.
My old Anthony, grown fat and portly, but with the old
grin, was waiting for me. For two days he waited on me
with portraits of sons, daughters and brides, and then fitted
me out with a nephew for my stay, a good silent nephew who
never made a mistake, while I travelled hard.